we drifted out into the cheerless, draughty street where big men were clumping up and down, spectres in the ghostly moonlight, intent on the last stages of preparation.
Garstang and I gathered bur belongings and lumped them to the vehicle park where Captain Brown had told us to assemble. Men were piling into fifteen-hundredweight trucks which rumbled off into the chilly night. Garstang and I did not know which truck to get into and became as anxious as two schoolboys about to miss the last possible train back after the hols. Wherever we shifted ourselves and our kit, we always seemed to be in the way. After much trouble, we at last found Captain Brown in the darkness and confusion. He told us to get into any truck, they were all going to the same place and we could sort ourselves out 011 the airfield. He was one of those fine, natural gentlemen who observe all life's courtesies however trying the circumstances. He did not want a non-combatant aboard his glider, but as he had no choice in the matter he treated me with the greatest friendliness and politeness.
In moments of great mental strain, impressions are alternately sharpened and blurred. My memories of that truck are indistinct except that it was icy cold and we huddled up on the floor to keep warm. We rumbled along in convoy through dark, deserted streets and presently, as the light grew, the shapes and voices in the truck resolved into human figures. To me it seemed like a Black Maria. To the men, who emerged from the shadows, it seemed—if one could judge from their banter—like a coach taking them for a day's outing to the seaside. A tall sergeant-major had been unable to squeeze a pair of gym shoes into his pack and had them dangling outside attached by the laces. Somebody started to chaff him, and the others took up the chorus as "Where's yer spade and pail, sergeant-major?"
He was a big man, in the early prime of life, exuding good health and good humour, and he smiled tolerantly at the chipping. A few hours later he was dead • in a German field, with a blanket over his body. He was part of the "bonus."
We rolled on to Shepherd's Grove airfield in slow procession, with many halts and fresh starts. R.A.F. ground-g to appear as nonchalant as all the other silent and preoccupied eaters. Thento speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
